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The Claddagh Ring's history dates back over 300 years to a small fishing village in Ireland near Galway called Claddagh. It was here the tradition of the Claddagh rings first started.

Claddagh comes from the Irish term 'An Cladach,' which means a 'flat stony shore.' This was a pretty and ancient village with winding streets and small thatched-roofed mud houses.
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The First Theory

Margaret Joyce inherited a vast amount of money from her late husband, Domingo de Rona. He was a wealthy Spanish merchant trading with Galway in Ireland. She later married the Mayor of Galway (Oliver Og French) in 1596 and used her inherited wealth to construct many bridges in Connacht. The first Claddagh ring was supposed to be her providential reward.

The Second Theory

A native of Galway by the name of Richard Joyce was captured by the Algerians and sold as a slave to a Moorish goldsmith. Later—in 1689—William III of England demanded the release of all British subjects. Richard Joyce was released from slavery as well. The goldsmith then offered Richard Joyce a significant portion of his wealth and his only daughter in marriage if he would agree to stay in Algiers. Richard Joyce refused all the tempting offers, returning to Galway with the first Claddagh ring.
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"Okay, Gran, I promise. I'll come up to Salem this weekend for sure," Megan said, perched on the corner of her mother's old antique desk, her long legs dangling over the side.

She glanced at her calendar and thought about all she had to arrange for her art gallery to function in her absence. Her assistants were great; she just had to make sure they knew what needed to be done. After all, it was only for a weekend. Today was Tuesday the fifteenth—the ides of October. She frowned, hoping that wasn't a bad omen. No, there was plenty of time to get things organized.

Megan had a growing reputation as a brilliant watercolorist and held painting classes in the back studio. Her classes were always full, but there were no classes on the weekends.

"Sorry to have to cut this short, Gran, but I have a lot to do if I'm going to take time off for a visit. I love you," she said.

"Yes, dear, I know how busy you are with your gallery. But I've got to talk to you about something. It really can't wait any longer. I'm not getting any younger, and there are things you need to know. I need your help, and I'd rather just..." Gran's voice trailed off.

"Gran, are you there?"

Megan's grandmother whispered into the phone, "I heard something upstairs just now." Lately, she'd heard a lot of strange sounds in the old house that had been in her family for generations. "Sorry. I thought I heard something again."

“What do you mean, ‘again’? Gran, what did you hear?"

"Got to go! See you soon!"

Megan stared at the unresponsive phone in her hand. "What the hell was that all about?" she shrugged.

After a little while, Megan called her grandmother back but got no answer. Megan was a bit concerned but knew Gran had friends she often went out with. She would try and call again later.

"Now for these invoices, or I'm not going anywhere. I do need to hire a bookkeeper," Megan said. She busied herself with paperwork and the gallery for the rest of the day. In between, she looked up flights from New York to Boston, checking times and prices. All the while, disturbing questions about her grandmother and the strange ending of their conversation invaded her thoughts.
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Megan's grandmother hung up the phone and stood there, waiting to see if the sounds she heard would repeat.

"I must be losing it for real," she said aloud, talking to herself.

Then she heard it again, a noise like furniture being dragged across the floor. Quietly and as quickly as she could manage, she pulled herself up the stairs by the handrail. She stopped on the landing to catch her breath and listened. She hadn't been upstairs in the last few years. There it was again, above her, coming from the attic.

She walked down the hallway and eased open the door leading up to the attic. She was positive someone was up there. She decided to go and call the police. As she turned, her foot caught on the carpet, and she bumped her elbow hard on the door frame, sending a painful zing up her arm.

"Ow! Damn, that hurt," she whispered, hoping her stifled exclamation hadn't been heard in the attic. She held her breath, praying to be able to get away before being seen. As she shuffled down the hall, she heard someone rush down from the attic. She made it only to the top of the stairs when she felt a hand grip her shoulder and shove her hard.

The answer to Megan's unanswered questions came the next morning when a Salem police officer called to inform her that Corey Elizabeth Bishop, Megan's grandmother, had been found dead at the bottom of her stairs.
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Megan's assistant, Jennifer, knocked on Megan's office door. She walked in and found her boss sitting behind her desk, crying. "Megan, what's wrong?" she asked.

"That call was from the Salem police in Massachusetts. My grandmother is dead! I can't believe it. I just talked to her yesterday and was planning to visit her. I haven't been up in a while," Megan choked out between sobs while wiping her tears. "I knew she was getting on, but I didn't think she was that bad."

Megan took a deep breath. "Jen, I'm going to have to take some time off to deal with this. I have to go to Salem. Oh, God, Jen, how do people do this? I can't even think straight right now."

"Don't worry about the gallery. You go and take care of things up there, and we'll take care of things here. Annie can handle the invoices. The current exhibition will be up for a few more weeks, and by then, you should be back. You have a good team here, and we can reach you by phone if we have questions." Jennifer handed Megan more tissues, helped her with her coat, and walked her out.

On her way home on the subway, Megan recalled all the wonderful times she'd had at her gran's house. As a child, she had spent a couple of weeks there every summer. She and Gran walked the beach looking for the best shells to decorate the towering sand castles they built together.

Recalling those summers brought her parents to mind. Years ago, they had been killed by a drunk driver. A Sunday trip to the Hamptons to check out a new gallery had made Megan an orphan.

Back at her apartment, Megan flopped down in a chair and cried again softly. The shock of the news was wearing off. She started making mental notes of all she needed to arrange.

She spent the afternoon on her computer, looking up funeral homes in Salem. She chose one and called them. The funeral director was wonderful and said he would take care of most of the details. Then she called Delta and booked a flight to Boston for the next day.
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"Damn peepers!" Megan screamed.

Once again, she had to swing around another slow-moving vehicle on Route 107 out of Boston. Why in heaven's name they weren't on Route 9, or better yet, out in the Berkshires, she didn't know. She had to admit, though, that the fall colors were beautiful to see. All the shades of red from burgundy to crimson, yellow amber to canary, tangerine oranges, and browns mixed up in a rich fall palette brushed through the trees of the New England countryside. The trees wore their party dresses, and the guests were arriving by carload and busload. It was the middle of October. The lazy days of summer were over, and a crisp chill was in the air. Before long, the trees would be bare and snow on its way.

Memories of childhood days came flooding back, going to the Clam Box in Ipswich, standing in line with Gran outside the bright red-and-white striped building, patiently waiting their turn. That had been one of Gran's favorite restaurants, and she tried to get there several times each year, especially in the fall, before the restaurant closed for the winter. The last time Megan had visited, she took Gran there. Megan tried to visit as often as she could, but recently life kept getting in the way.

She had so many recollections of time spent with her grandmother. Gran always treated her to real maple syrup in tin cans with old-fashioned scenes of maple harvesting and maple sugar candy in the shape of maple leaves. She turned apples from the local orchards into delicious pies. Autumn in New England was undoubtedly a magical time. Even the air smelled different.

As she drove past the "Welcome to Salem" sign, another fond tradition came to mind: Pumpkin Sunday. The Sunday before Halloween, her parents would pick up Gran early and drive into the country and look at a hundred pumpkins before deciding on the perfect one. Back at Gran's, they would spread newspapers on the kitchen table and carve that pumpkin into a jack-o'-lantern masterpiece.

Gran was always so much fun to be with. Megan was going to miss her very much. Her eyes blurred with tears. Maybe someday I'll have children of my own to share Pumpkin Sunday with, she mused. She would tell them about her gran and how wonderful she was. Right now, she just wished the damn leaf peepers would get out of her way and let her get to the house before nightfall. Her early morning flight from New York had been on time, and she had picked up her rental car and was on her way without any hiccups—except for the dawdling rubbernecks.

She didn't drive much, living in New York, and was out of practice. It felt strange to be driving, and the extra traffic didn't help.

She was very anxious to get to Gran's house and contact Thompson's Funeral Home—“Compassion in Your Time of Need"—and check on the plans she had made before she left New York. The internet was great when you had to find a funeral home and a church on short notice.

Route 107 from Boston to Salem was a road she knew well. Sixteen miles and a half-hour drive were all it took. She had gone to Salem many times with her family. Her mom, Mary, had grown up in Salem. She went to school at the Massachusetts College of Art and Design in Boston, where she had met and married Megan's dad, Peter Calloway. When Mary and Peter graduated, they had started a quaint art gallery in Greenwich Village.

Megan had attended the New York Academy of Art and settled in New York City, helping her parents run the gallery. After they died, the small but successful business became hers, and she adored it.

Megan gained a good reputation as a talented watercolor artist, and her gallery was creating a buzz for exhibiting up-and-coming new artists. She loved the art scene in New York. Mixing with other artists and attending gallery openings with friends was great. The arts and culture were a big part of Megan's life in the city. She couldn't imagine doing anything else.

She was also a very attractive woman. Shoulder-length, dark-chestnut hair flecked with gold highlights enhanced her unusual green eyes. Her daily runs in Washington Square Park kept her figure neat and trim, just adding to the package.

Many a man fell for her beauty, brains, and talent. She'd had some relationships, but nothing had ever become serious for her. She always felt that something was missing. She had never been able to make that connection with anyone she dated. She had found each too insecure or too involved with himself—and not with her. She was not a trophy to dangle on any man's arm.

Now her beloved grandmother was gone. But not before saying she had something to talk over with Megan and wanted her advice. Gran had never asked for help with anything before. That alone worried Megan. The whole conversation had made her anxious about what was going on with her grandmother.

Megan was coming to visit, just not the way Gran had in mind. The funeral was on Saturday, with the wake on Friday. The funeral home assured her they would take care of things and put the obituary in the paper.

Megan liked going to wakes and funerals. An Irish wake was like a party, with all the friends and relatives, aunts and cousins, to visit and share stories about the poor deceased. It was also a good chance to catch up and hear about all the happenings throughout the family. Who had gotten married? Who had gotten divorced? What college was some cousin attending? The whisperings: "Did you hear about so and so?" and finding out you were the only one who didn't know the secret.

There is nothing as grand as an Irish wake unless it's the reception after the funeral where the Irish whiskey flows and the food is piled high. Uncle Henry will tell his stories about the old country while all the cousins try to figure out who belongs to what branch of the family tree. They speculate on who is the next to go so they can get together again. Would it be Aunt Hattie? She's in her nineties. Could it be Cousin Fred? He's still smoking like a chimney and drinking like a fish. No one wishes anyone ill, but they all realize death comes to everybody in time.
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A few more minutes, a couple of turns, and Grandma Corey's house would be there, just like always, except this was not like always. Gran was not going to greet her with a great big hug, tea, and cookies. She remembered Gran's flowered tea pot with the chip on the spout and small matching cups and plates. Megan loved having a tea party with Gran.

Megan felt herself getting all misty again and gave herself a mental shake. She would not break down and cry, not now or at the wake or the funeral. Gran would say to suck it up and get on with it. Besides, Gran loved a good wake and funeral, too. It just so happened that at this one, Gran would be the guest of honor.

Finally, at the last turn, there was the house standing in front of her. Megan pulled into the driveway, shut off the engine, and just sat and stared at the old place. Megan loved how Gran kept the flowers blooming in the front yard through to Thanksgiving—chrysanthemums that matched the colors of the trees displayed around it. For the last couple of years, Gran had not planted and kept up with the garden as she had before. Gran had been slowing down. Megan had closed her eyes over the past few years to how much her grandmother was aging.

Soon the trees would be shedding all their colorful leaves of fall, and the yard would need raking. What fun she’d had as a kid jumping in those piles of crunchy leaves.

She also remembered the Christmas visits, seeing decorative poinsettias on the porch, and playing in the snow with the neighborhood kids how she loved making snow angels! Gran always had some hot chocolate ready after the snowman was properly dressed in an old hat and scarf.

She imagined her grandmother at the door. Gran was a short, gray-haired woman, a bit on the heavy side, with glasses perched on her nose. Gran was always shoving the glasses back in place when they slipped down her nose, which they did a lot.

She often wore a house dress with a cobbler's apron over it. She had to have pockets and always had treats hidden in them. And Gran gave the very best big, squishy hugs.

Megan dug into her own pockets for some tissues; sure, she was going to cry again and struggling not to. The memories were happy ones, but she was sad at the same time.

She could see from the outside that the old house needed help—a lot of it. Megan wept a bit at seeing the state of the once beautiful manor. 

The house, a federal design, was built in the early 1850s. A columned portico covered the brick entry steps. Some of those bricks had now crumbled or were missing. The shutters that accented the windows used to be emerald green. Now the paint was peeling, and some of the shutters were in danger of falling off completely. The original cedar board slats showed through the dingy, cracked, white paint.

Next to the house was a garage that, at one time, had been the carriage house with stalls for horses. It had a small room over it that had not been used for many years. It was probably the groom's quarters—back when there was a need for one. She had no idea what might be up there now.

Megan blamed herself for not keeping in touch more often with her grandmother and not taking the time to come up and visit. Her infrequent visits were not enough. Her grandmother had seemed quite healthy in mind and body for someone who was eighty-three. Gran always sounded so in control, but now Megan saw she hadn't been. She should have done more. The old Irish guilt overwhelmed her again, and Megan broke her promise to herself not to cry.
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"Okay, enough self-pity," Megan said out loud, using the damp tissue to dry her eyes.

She needed to get herself going to make the house presentable for visitors after the burial. Megan had only a little time to get things in order, so she looked up local caterers online, called several, and hired one to provide the food.

She fished out the spare key her grandmother had given her a while back. Megan never thought she would need it, but Gran had said take it, "just in case." The key turned in the lock. Megan pushed open the heavy oak door and stepped into memories of her childhood.

The light spilled in to reveal the familiar, large foyer with its black and white tiles. Straight ahead, a large, round, mahogany table holding a crystal vase with dusty, dried flowers sat under a sweeping, curved staircase. To the right of the grand staircase was the dining room. A hallway led from the front door past the bottom of the stairs to the back of the house where the kitchen was. The kitchen originally had been a separate building behind the house to keep the whole house from going up in flames in case of fire. A long-forgotten renovation had connected it to the main house.

On the left side of the hallway was a sitting room with a huge fireplace. The next room, the old library, had been used as the family room for as long as she could remember. Other renovations had created a combination bedroom, sitting room, and bathroom suite behind the present kitchen. It looked like Gran had used it as her bedroom for quite a while.

When was the last time I was here? Megan struggled to remember. Was it a few months ago? No, that's wrong. It's been more like a year, she thought.

As Megan roamed from room to room on the bottom floor, she saw the signs of age.

There were worn and threadbare rugs, chips on the painted woodwork, and dust everywhere. The kitchen was the worst. The floor was sticky, dirty dishes were piled in the sink, and cooking grease caked the stove. Plus, it was a time warp back to the seventies, when it had last been remodeled. There were avocado appliances that had been the rage then but looked odd now. The kitchen table was chrome-framed with an aged, yellow Formica top. It had matching chairs whose cracked vinyl seats were mended with silver duct tape.

Oh, God, this will take an army to clean up, Megan thought. If I can just get the bottom floor in decent shape, it'll be okay.

She was tempted to consider getting a hotel room, but at this time of year, she wasn't sure she could with all the fall visitors in the area. She was near to tears again and wished her mom was around to guide her.

"This is ridiculous," she said aloud. "I can and will do this."

Megan looked up house cleaners on her smartphone and made some calls. After begging and pleading, she convinced a cleaning crew to come in the morning to get the house ready. She had no idea how many relatives and friends of Gran's would come, but she wanted to make her Grandma Corey proud.

She ordered Chrysanthemums in all the fall colors: a lovely spray for the casket, a beautiful centerpiece for the table by the front stairs, and two matching bouquets for the tables the caterer would use.

Her final call was to China Village, a local restaurant. They delivered an early dinner of mild Szechuan chicken, fried rice, and an eggroll in twenty minutes. Damn the calories tonight.

After her meal, she was too tired to deal with a hotel, so she carried her bags up the wide staircase. As she walked down the hall, she automatically closed the door leading to the attic. Had she heard something? She stopped and listened. No, it was just her imagination working overtime.
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She set her luggage in the room she had always chosen as a child. One of six large bedrooms on the second floor, this room had a view of the back gardens. The room was decorated in a delicate shell, pink and pristine white. She used to count the rosebuds on the wallpaper as a child before she fell asleep. She always felt like a princess in the big, antique, four-poster bed. Her gran would spray the scent of roses in the room for her every time she slept there.

The wallpaper was faded now and soiled with water damage around the window and one corner near the ceiling. Dust motes, streaming through the window and dancing in the late afternoon sun, showed how worn the faded carpet was. The room smelled quite musty from having been neglected for so long. She picked up a jar of shells she remembered collecting on her trips to the beach. She blew off the thick dust and coughed. The unspoiled fairy-tale bedroom was something else from her childhood that was only a memory now.

Megan folded back the dusty quilt and flopped on the bed. She wondered how much it would cost to get a chimneysweep in to put the fireplaces in working order again. She would need to have the large fireplace inspected if she decided to use it.

"What am I thinking? I'm only going to be here a few days," she said. "It’s wake, funeral, reading of the will, and then back to New York. That's the plan, and I'm sticking to it."

However, the best-laid plans don't always work out the way they are supposed to. Soon Megan's objective of a quick getaway would be dramatically changed, as would be the rest of her life.
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